Towers the ash ; and dazzling green

The larch her tassels wears;

Wondrous sweet are the clots of may

The tangled hawthorn bears ;

But O, in heath or meadow or wold

Springs aught beneath the blue

As brisk and trim as a holly-tree bole

"With its berries burning through ?

When hither, thither, falls the snoWj,
And blazes small the frost,
Naked amid the winter stars
The elm's vast boughs are tossed ;
But O, of all that summer showed
"What now to winter's true
As the prickle-beribbed dark holly trees
"With its berries burning through !

MRS. EARTH
Mrs. Earth makes silver black,
Mrs. Earth makes iron red,
But Mrs. Earth cannot stain gold
Nor ruby red.
Mrs. Earth the slenderest bone,
V/hitens in her bosom cold,
But Mrs. Earth can change my dreams
No more than ruby or gold.
Mrs. Earth and Mr. Sun
Can tan my skin, and tire my toes,
But all that I'm thinking of, ever shall think,
Why, neither knows.